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Oil  on  Canvas 


AWAKENING  TO  TWILIGHT  ON  THAMES  STREET. 
AUGUST. 

The  black  ferment  of  cigarettes  and  jazz 

wafts  under  a  glass  door  stained  yellow  with 

years. 

In  the  back  of  The  Cat's  Eye  Pub,  a  bUnd 

saxophonist  closes  his  set  with  "Cosmic  Rays" 

while  waitresses,  trophying  Pabst  and  Heinekin, 

scuttle 

through  the  darkness,  a  red  neon  Marlboro  sign 

their  only  reassurance  of  geography. 

August  in  Fells  Point  clings  as  tight  as  sweat. 

Days 

are  connected  by  a  series  of  streetlight, 

their  amber  filament  resonates  quietly 

over  cobble  stones  mattressed  throughout  the 

city. 

Tonight,  the  Orpheus  is  showing  "Paris,  Texas;" 

I  hear  the  amnesiac  Travis  pacing 

abandoned  Arizona  tracks.  I  imagine 

that  the  still  bay  waters  are  a  black  expanse  of 

desert. 

Wind  chimes  rustle  in  the  hot  breeze  in  place 
of  leaves.  A  woman  sweeps  the  glint  of  broken 
glass  off  the  sidewalk.  A  cop  cruiser  wanders 
down  Wolfe  Street,  cutting  through  steam  rising 
off  wet  ground.  It  must  have  rained. 

-  when  did  it  rain? 


JAMIE  WASSERMAN 
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After  the  Shower 


Photograph 
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Meredith  Spencer  Frye 


Layers 


Acrylic 
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Melanie  Lenihan 


Untitled 


Stoneware 
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SMOKING  AFTER  A  MOVE 

They  said  it  would  be  warmer  here. 

Sofa  chair  crinkles  and  pops;  cellophane  sweat 

adheres  to  my  nakedness  after  bathing. 

Regret  lies  upon  a  burrowed  card  table. 
Chipped  gold  watch  sputters  face  down 
into  coffee  stained  divorce  papers- 
tick...  now  we  are  apart... 

Tiny  stuffed  monkeys  clutch  ridiculous  bananas 
to  their  chests,  going  away  presents  from 
a  three  year  old- 
tock...  with  muscles  cringing  in  the  dark... 

At  four  a.m.  an  insidious  attorney's  voice 

beseeches  outcomes  from  gaping  boxes  and 

cheap, 

gutted  luggage,  echoing  across  road  maps 

folded  in  no  particular  way- 

"He  is  clearly  an  unfit  husband..." 

I  think  he  is  the  devil  himself. 

Robert  Plant  and  sitar  chords  wail  along 
the  jag  of  time  that  separates  me  from  you, 
myself  from  this  room,  wrenching  through  walls 
into  the  plumbing,  crackling  and  grinding  one 
freezing  certainty  into  the  space  between 
my  slippery,  clenched  palms- 

You  are  no  longer  important. 

RYAN  DAUGHERTY 
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Allison  Pasciuto 


Untitled 


Soapstone 


13 


I 

I 


Sharon  Palmatory  Harlequin  #7  &  #7  Slip-cast  Porcelain 
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Debbie  Carey 


Untitled 


Collage 
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LIPSTICK 

My  peach,  silky  and  creamy, 
sliding  up  from  her  emerald  tube, 
caressing  the  curve  of  my  lip, 

smells  like  perfumed  clay, 
lingers  like  paint, 
finishes  my  face 
like  the  final  ribbon 
on  a  package. 

With  a  deft  twist 

that  sounds  like 

sharpening  crayons, 

my  peach  lowers,  then  disappears, 

but  if  I  listen  to  the  top 
before  I  say, 
"goodnight,  peach," 
I  can  hear  the  ocean. 


KATE  ANDREWS 
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MY  CLOSET  IS  SHOEFUL 

Shoes  making  mountains  in  boxes, 
crunching  the  hems  of  my  long  dresses, 
and  perfuming  my  closet  with  faint  scents  of 
dirty  soles. 

Some  run  down  the  beach  in  North  Carolina; 
others  dance  in  clubs, 
and  a  couple  go  to  church. 

Most  are  sensible: 

navy  sneakers  that  need  a  scrubbing, 

black  sandals  like  sunflowers,  saying  summer. 

A  couple  of  maverick  pairs: 

blue  fuzzy  clogs — a  cross  between  "Saturday 

Night  Fever" 

and  a  teddy  bear,  and  steel-toed  combat  boots. 

The  box  that  breaks  my  heart 
is  the  Box  of  Mateless  Shoes: 
reminding  me  of  unwanted  toys 
and  lonely  children. 

But  I  keep  faith  that  one  day 

I'll  find  the  other 

green  suede  flat 

lurking  under  my  bed 

or  in  a  long-unused  suitcase. 

KATE  ANDREWS 
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1996  Melchers  Prize  for  2-D  Art 


Meredith  Spencer  Frye  Untitled 


Acrylic 
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Sarah  Wilkes 


Tea  Set 


Stoneware 
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THE  CREAK  OF  THE  DOOR 

The  pieces  of  you  that  crack  in  the  mirror, 
lighting  the  lines  which  slip  into  your  skin. 
His  face  the  light 
that  blisters  all  it  touches, 
leaving  nothing  in  its  wake  but  shadows. 
Every  vein  pounding  with  his  image 
bore  into  your  eyes 
like  his  fists 

like  a  nail,  squealing  through 
your  wooden  frame 
over  and  over;  till 
all  you  see  is 
his  anger, 

Spreading  like  cancer, 
burrowing, 

an  inchworm  through  your  caked  clay 
interior. 

Tasting  everything- 
Entering  everything- 
Leaving  everything- 
hazed, 

as  the  waves  of  his  face 
spill  out  like  paint, 
smothering  your  eyes, 
over  and  over,  till 
everything  is  gray,  fading 
like  the  last  time- 
just  like  the  last  time- 
and  the  next  time 
he  swings  from  his  alter  of  excuses 


1 


20 


knocking  you  to  the  floor  with  fists  and  apologies 

there  is  nothing  to  do  but  wait, 

for  he  knows  the  door  will  be  open. 

Rusted  hinges  so  worn 

it  won't  even  shut  with  a  slam 

as  the  light  belts  through 

over  and  over,  till 

you  fall  to  your  knees 

helplessly  casting  shadows 

that  seem  to  last  forever. 

NICHOLAS  PARADIS 
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Michelle  Labbe 


Benefit  Maximization 


Oil  on  Canvas 
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Jill  Hocking  Guelah  Papyrus  Polaroid  Transfer 
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1996  Chandler  Prize  for  Poetry 


MRS  KARPIKISSER 

She  sits 

Quietly  cutting  pieces  of  cloth 

molding  the  colors  together  like  soft  clay 

She  reads  the  old  quilts  like  journals 

Like  maps 

She  knows  what  kind  of  women  pricked  their 

fingers  on  these 

Thimbleless 

She  wears  their  aprons  and  combs 

Kisses  their  foreheads  at  night 

Prays  their  prayers 

They  are  prayers  stitched  together  by  hand 

Colors  matched 

Patterns  faded  | 

She  knows  who  they  were 

Just  as  they  must  have  cut  her  out 

From  some  ruddy  calico 

From  the  hem  of  an  old  dress 

She  sews  herself  into  her  work 

tiny  flowers 

tiny  stitches 

seamless 

She  prays  she'll  never  hang 

In  the  window  of  an  antique  store 


24 


That  there  will  be  new  quilts  lain  over  her 
Protecting  her  from  dust  and  time 

After  her  lilacs  dull  to  grey 

After  her  golds  turn  to  bleached  out  mustard 

stains 

She  will  lay  down  on  the  old  canopy 

And  sleep 

In  stitches 

JULIE  CROWDER 
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Meredith  Spencer  Frye  One  Touch  of  Venus  Oil  on  Canvas 
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Shannon  Wergley 


Chopsticks  Anyone  ?        Photo  Manipulation 
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THREE  BATTLEFIELDS 

1. 

In  Gettysburg, 

you  knelt  in  the  grass 

and  found  that  the  ground  was  cold 

and  you  said,  "This  red  earth 

feels  tight  as  a  fist  and  the  grass 

is  white  and  the  clouds 

are  filled  with  sulfur," 

and  I  saw  a  field. 

2. 

In  Fredericksburg 

the  names  of  the  Union  dead 

became  the  names  of  your  cousins, 

of  uncles  who,  when  you  were  young, 

would  muss  your  hair 

before  slipping  you  a  dollar, 

and  you  said,  "The  dead  still 

move,  gesturing  their  hands 

like  conductors,  directing 

an  aria  that  can  only  be  heard 

beneath  the  earth," 

and  I  saw  a  field. 

3. 

You  were  not  there  in  Arlington 
to  point  out  the  irony  of  the  sun, 
the  way  it  gives  so  much  light 
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but  takes  away  so  much  color, 
yet  when  the  earth  parted 
to  receive  your  body, 

I  saw  a  field  burning 
green,  flowers  exploding 
like  pinpricks  of  dawn. 


JAMIE  WASSERMAN 
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Sharon  Palmatory  CVF-14  Slip-cast  Porcelain 
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Ryan  Kokoszka 


The  Walls  Have  Ears  Oil  on  Canvas 
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A  LUNA  MOTH 

clings 

to  the  glass 
in  my  icebox, 

a  neon  moon 
at  midnight 
in  my  fridge. 

Carrots,  milk,  celery, 
and  a  sliver 

of  key  lime  pie  wings. 

My  stomach  groans, 
it  aches 
as  I  glare 

from  slimfast  to  moth, 
with  its  meringue 
body  laced 

in  purple,  brown 

garnished  with  circular 
specks,  cocoa  shavings. 

I  wake 

to  the  glare 
of  sunshine. 
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A  dream,  I  muse 
but  rise 
to  find 

crumbs 

of  neon  wings 
on  my  pillow 

and  a  gritty 

texture  against 
my  tongue. 


DEBBIE  CAREY 
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WHOSE  GIRL 

Being  the  only  woman  with  men 

makes  you  a  centerpeice  to  put  plates  around, 

an  oddity  as  freakish  as  the  fake  mermaid  at  the 

state  fair 

swimming  in  green  glass 

Beneath  the  dim,  romantic  light 

of  the  restaurant, 

the  mouths  of  men  issue  smoke 

like  kisses  or  warnings 

Their  eyes  graze  you 

when  you  pretend  to  watch  the  band 

you  who  are  so  intent  on  letting 

yourself  be  looked  at, 

that  you  no  longer  notice 

the  empty  water  pitcher, 

the  bursting  ashtrays 

the  sugar  and  cream  packets 

that  litter  the  table  like  drug  paraphenalia 

A  halo  or  a  cocoon  has  formed  around  you, 

it's  hard  to  tell  which 

when  you  listen  to  them  sing  Irish  drinking  songs, 

wrapping  yourself  in  the  late  night  glow 

of  their  attention 

People  at  neighboring  tables  see  you 

out  of  the  corners  of  their  eyes, 

they  vaguely  wonder 

between  guitar  chords  and  conversation 

"Whose  girl  is  she?" 

The  question  tattoos  itself  into  your  skin, 

branding  you  with  blue  roses  and  curlicue  letters 

beats  like  an  insistent  drum  under  the  bed  covers 

with  you  and  your  stripped  self 

MARNIE  COLTON 


34 


1996  Melchers  Prize  for  3-D  Art 


Matthew  Conaway  Eve 


Salt  Block 
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CHRISTMAS  DAY 

Litter  flutters  in  the  wind 
As  we  drive  over  bumpy 
cosmos-laced  roads 
where  silver  windmills  creak 
and  wattle  trees  grow. 

Passing  over  the  cattle  grid 
we  And  a  shady  grove 
where  smoke  floats  away 
in  twirling  thin  trails  from 
wide  kafflr  pots 
that  stand  black  on  three  legs, 
and  women  saunter  slowly 
with  bundles  on  their  heads 
Coming  and  going  from 
their  quiet  water  hole. 

Shrill,  piercing  yells 

break  the  slow  evening  calm 

as  bare  bodies 

run  and  splash 

into  deep,  muddy  puddles, 

the  only  remains  of  yesterday's  rain. 

As  the  glowing  light  reddens 

behind  black  stretching  thorn  trees 

casting  long,  slender  shadows 

of  the  quiet  working  women, 

young  girls  pull  and  swing 

on  a  cattle  bell  rope  j 

as  a  steady  flow  of  villagers  * 

drift  in  for  their  dinner. 

JESSICA  MATTHEWS 
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Suzanne  Zylonis  Untitled 


Stoneware 
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FAMILY  OF  TWO 

i  see  them  as  i  wait 
for  the  rumbUngs  of  the  train 
the  kid's  barely  out  of  diapers 
his  hair  a  tangled  mop. 

i  watch  the  father  as  he  sits 
hands  move  on  the  violin 
music  meant  for  brightest  ballrooms 
now  heard  echoing  in  the  dark. 

Then  he  watched  silently  while 
the  child  toddles  to  shiny  coins 
he  collects  them,  grubby-fingered 
from  commuters  longing  to  depart. 

Leaving  now,  i  board  the  train 
The  blackened  tunnel 
swallows  them  up. 


KARA  JACKSON 
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Allison  Pasciuto 


Untitled 


White  Marble 
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THAT  MAN 

Someone  must  have  known 

his  name,  that  man, 

that  man  in  the  stairwell 

I  passed  so  many  times 

like  a  light  switch 

in  familiar  darkness, 

broken  drunken  mumblings 

mixing  with  the  tired 

gasps  of  vents 

across  the  brownstone 

walls  above  us 

that  sizzled  footfalls 

into  vapor, 

verdicts, 

resin. 

"Stayin'  out  of  trouble, 

right?-right?-right7" 

echoed  his  greeting 

in  the  sameness  behind 

me,  syllables  fading 

with  the  sudden 

disinterest  of  an 

electroencephalograph 

as  typical  whiskey 

bottle  lolled, 

a  clutched  rudder 

driving  his  words 

into  a  dimness 

where  I  felt  myself 

shiver  beneath 

the  subtle  hiss  of  wing-tips 

whispering  up  steps 
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to  become  brains 
behind  eyes 
behind  peepholes. 

He  might  have  known 
my  face  but  I  don't 
think  so,  for  his  head 
was  never  any  clearer 
than  the  last  time 
I  saw  him,  draped 
in  transparence 
aboard  an  ambulance 
whose  bright  sirens 
obscured  raindrops 
popping  like  filaments 
inside  a  camera's  snap, 
and  I  wondered 
if  anyone  ever  felt 
powerful  over  something 
like  that. 


RYAN  DAUGHERTY 
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Lee  Anne  L.  Houston  Aqua  Pura  Salt  Block 
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100  YARD  DOCK 

Violent  waves  beat 
this  old  fragile  wooden  dock. 
The  white  spray  of  sea 
breezes  over  my  face. 

I  tremor, 

the  wind  rattles  me 

loose  of  clarity. 

I  tremble 
and  grasp 
the  last  pillar. 

Furious  winds  propel 

me  off  the  pier. 

People  turn 

into  dolphins  when  lost  at  sea. 

Sometimes  we  almost  wake  up  living, 
I  ebb  and  flow 
like  a  buoy. 


PETER  KEATING  STEINBERG 


43 


FUNERAL  ROSES 

Your  wine  is  lukewarm.  Accept  this  silently, 
dutifully,  as  you  sit  contorted  on  the  barstool, 
your  back  curved  like  so  many  little  old  ladies 
who  grew  up  before  the  bone-strengthening 
abilities  of  milk  were  widespread.  Glance  down 
at  your  too  black  dress,  stockings,  and  heels.  You 
are  mysterious:  a  curious  absence  of  light,  a 
beatnick  who  dresses  in  shades,  not  colors. 

Fold,  unfold,  and  then  rip  a  bar  napkin 
depicting  happy  snowmen  frolicking  in  winter 
bliss.  Smirk,  "Off  with  their  heads,"  as  your 
fingers  fulfill  this  thought.  Stir  your  unaccept- 
ably  chilled  drink  slowly  and  carefully  at  first, 
but  urgently  and  in  a  counter  clockwise  direction 
by  and  by.  The  liquid  will  form  a  miniature 
whirlpool  whose  waves  soon  overwhelm  the  walls 
of  your  dome-like  glass.  It  will  spill  down  the 
sides,  saturating  the  napkins  and  staining  your 
dress.  Watch  as  the  red  liquid  invades  the  white 
napkin  shards,  tarnishing  them  and  shriveling 
them  until  they  look  like  little  blood  clots  lost 
outside  the  body.  Sigh  as  you  flick  them  from 
their  resting  place,  sending  them  spiraling  off  the 
bar  and  into  the  dark  folds  of  your  rayon-covered 
lap. 

■k  -k  -k  -k  -k 

He  will  die  on  a  Thursday.  Three  years, 
four  months,  and  fifteen  days  after  you  walk  out 
of  the  apartment  the  two  of  you  shared  on 
Twenty-third  street  for  the  last  time.  Your 
mother  will  tell  you  the  news  as  you  sit  together 
in  the  part  of  the  kitchen  that  used  to  house  the 
dishwasher,  but  has  recently  been  reborn  as  the 
breakfast  nook.  She  will  look  deeply  into  your 
eyes.  She  will  call  you  Shel  ~  the  way  she  did 
when  you  were  four  and  your  hamster,  Bob, 
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jubilant  at  having  escaped  from  his  cage,  failed  to 
realize  it  was  a  long  way  down  from  the  top  of 
the  bookshelf.  Know  now  that  neither  of  them 
saw  death  coming.  You  will  make  your  eyes  wide 
as  saucers  and  stare  blankly  past  the  kitchen 
window  at  your  neighbor  as  he  mows  the  lawn. 
You  will  look  hollow,  like  a  dummy  after  the 
cabaret  act  ends;  like  a  stiffening  corpse  whose 
eyes  no  one  bothered  to  close.  Your  mother  will 
judge  you  delicate  and  worry  about  your  mental 
state.  But  it  won't  matter.  You  will  not  cry. 

Later,  in  the  safety  of  your  own  kitchen, 
begin  to  remember  as  you  open  a  can  of  food  for 
your  cat.  As  the  sickly  sweet  smell  of  fish  assaults 
you,  wonder  if  you  will  end  up  living  with  a 
houseful  of  cats,  so  alone  that  a  water  inspector 
or  the  cable  man  will  find  your  month-old  body 
decaying  on  a  heap  of  newspapers  and  cat  feces. 
Decide  you  will  go  out  more.  Decide  you  will  try 
to  be  more  understanding.  Try  to  lose  yourself  in 
a  book,  a  movie,  an  especially  enthralling  T.V. 
game  show. 

Eventually,  give  up  and  go  to  bed  alone. 
Pull  the  sheets  over  your  head  and  lie  there,  the 
fabric  falling  in  tune  with  your  breathing.  Know 
that  you  can't  keep  your  eyes  stretched  open 
forever.  The  emptiness  of  your  bedroom  leaves 
you  vulnerable  to  memories.  Recall  being 
younger  ~  fourteen,  fifteen  maybe  ~  and  stand- 
ing in  an  airport  just  below  the  arrival/departure 
screen.  You  looked  at  all  the  cities,  all  the  places 
one  could  go.  Duluth,  Omaha,  Ft.  Lauderdale, 
Seattle,  Richmond... the  list  went  on  and  on.  This 
innocent,  curling-ironed,  braces-clad,  blue  mas- 
cara-wearing version  of  you  wondered  which 
plane  she  would  have  to  get  on  to  find  someone 
she  could  really  love.  Back  then,  you  wondered  if 
such  a  plane  existed  at  all.  As  sleep  claims  you, 
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realize  that  if  it  does,  you  still  haven't  found  it  - 
even  after  all  this. 

You  will  wake  the  next  day,  glance  at  your 
nightstand  and  know  that,  in  a  few  minutes,  your 
trusty  alarm  clock  will  blurt  forth  its  opinions  on 
today's  weather,  last  night's  burglaries,  this 
season's  style  of  skirt.  Take  comfort  in  the  fact 
that,  for  once,  you  are  ahead  of  the  game.  Recall 
other  mornings  when  you  rolled  over,  still  half 
asleep,  and  nuzzled  your  face  into  his  neck,  his 
chest,  his  underarm.    He  would  watch  you  dress, 
grinning  as  you  tore  shoulder  pads  from  yet 
another  blouse.    Remember  how  he  liked  to  take 
said  shoulder  pads  and  hold  them  to  his  chest. 
"Saving  these  for  any  particular  reason?"  he'd 
ask,  eyes  smiling  at  you.  You,  of  course,  would 
snatch  them  from  him,  then  throw  them  away. 
Eventually,  you  would  leave  for  work.  Eventually, 
you  would  leave  for  good. 


■k   -k  -k   -k  -k 


You  met  him  at  party  you  hadn't  really 
wanted  to  go  to  in  the  first  place.  Think  that 
maybe  things  would  have  turned  out  better  if  you 
had  indeed  stayed  at  home,  if  you  had  watched 
Bonanza,  painted  your  toe  nails.    Think  that 
maybe  you  should  have  left  the  party  sooner, 
somewhere  inbetween  Jessica's  announcement 
that  a  fourth  round  of  drinks  were  in  order,  and 
the  catcalls  and  shrieks  that  followed  Devon's 
drink-induced  plunge  into  the  Christmas  tree;  his 
fall  metamorphosing  brittle  branches  into  a  fu- 
neral pyre.  Decide  you  are  glad  you  stayed. 
Remember  stumbling  towards  the  fire  escape. 
There,  someone  steps  on  your  foot.  "Jesus 
Christ,"  you  swear,  foot  throbbing  beneath  your 
designer  pumps.   "Sorry,  I'm  not  Jesus,"  he  an- 
swers with  a  shy  smile.  "Only  Adam." 
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You  are  bewildered.  You  are  pretty  sure  you  are 
being  hit  on.  Mumble:  "And  I'm  Michelle. ..you 
stepped  on  my  foot."  Look  down  at  your  poor, 
aching  foot,  and  feel  like  a  fool  for  having  men- 
tioned it. 

"I  know,  and  I'm  sorry,"  he  will  reply, 
candlelight  highlighting  the  red  undertones  in  his 
hair.  "It's  just  I  was  sort  of  fleeing  the  living 
room  ~  a  small  fire  has  broken  out  in  there  you 
see  -- 1  didn't  realize  doing  so  would  cause  you 
such  pain,  such  discomfort.  I'll  go  back  inside 
now.  I'm  sure  the  smoke  won't  really  damage  my 
lungs  that  much."  He  coughs,  then  coughs  again. 
You  giggle  self  consciously,  attracted  to  his  sar- 
casm. Follow  him  inside.  Water  is  thrown  on  the 
smoldering  Christmas  tree.  The  two  of  you  go 
out  for  drinks. 

Learn  that  he  is  a  bike  courier.  Romanti- 
cize this  as  you  envision  him  dodging  city  buses 
and  angry  pedestrians  in  his  quest  to  deliver  an 
urgent  message.  Applaud  bike  courier  characters 
when  they  appear  in  T.V.  serial  dramas  and  cop 
shows.  Meanwhile,  you  are  in  law  school. 

Meet  his  parents  for  the  first  time.  Stand 
on  their  pineapple  welcome  mat  and  scrutinize 
them  from  the  shadowed  safety  your  tortoise 
shell  sunglasses  provide.  They  will  invite  you 
inside,  where  fruit  drinks  that  are  startlingly 
similar  in  color  to  the  chartreuse  rug  at  your  feet 
are  passed  around.  Smile  as  you  sip  yours  care- 
fully. The  four  of  you  will  sit  together  in  the 
family  room.  It  is  all  very  surreal  and  sitcom  like. 
After  speculating  about  upcoming  weather  re- 
ports, his  father  will  turn  and  look  directly  at 
you. 

"So,  Michelle... tell  us  about  yourself."  His 
manner  will  remind  you  of  too  many  college 
interviewers  and  guidance  counselors.  Calm  your 
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self  by  concentrating  on  the  dirt-stained  bottoms 
of  his  socks  you  can  see  as  he  rests  his  feet  atop 
the  coffee  table.  Clear  your  throat  once,  then 
twice.  Tell  them  that  you  are  going  to  be  a  bril- 
liant criminal  defense  lawyer,  then  eye  each  of 
them  in  turn  as  they  gaze  at  you  blankly.  Add: 
"I'm  a  born  arguer,"  to  quell  the  growing  silence, 
to  convince  them.  His  mother  will  play  with  the 
white  eyelotte  doily  that  covers  the  table  as  she 
nods.  She  will  give  you  a,  "That's  nice,  dear," 
looking  over  at  her  husband  as  she  speaks.  Adam 
will  head  to  the  kitchen  in  search  of  more  carpet- 
flavored  juice.  You  begin  to  wonder  if  you  have 
done  something  wrong.  His  father  will  answer 
this  question  with  his  reaction.  He  will  put  it  to 
you  bluntly;  he  seems  quite  amused.  "  A  lawyer? 
What  do  you  wannna  be  a  lawyer  for?  Long 
hours.  Hell,  you'd  have  to  meet  all  kinds  of  thugs 
and  lowlifes.  No,  someone  like  you  should  be  a 
teacher.  You  know,  play  with  the  kiddies  for 
awhile,  then  get  home  at  a  decent  hour.  Even  get 
weekends  and  summers  off.  Pretty  nice,  eh?" 

Know  that  he  is  waiting  for  you  to  agree 
with  him.  Silently  curse  everyone  and  everything 
for  putting  you  in  this  situation.  Your  heart  is 
thumping,  your  mouth  is  a  desert,  but  your  voice 
is  surprisingly  controlled. 

"It's  wonderful  for  some.  In  fact,  my 
mother  taught  second  grade  for  thirty  years  and 
just  loved  it.  But  it's  not  for  me.  I'd  take  one 
defendant  over  twenty  five  six-year-olds  any 
day."  Laugh  at  your  own  joke,  then  add  in  a 
slightly  louder  voice,  "Plus,  I'm  so  pale  that  hav- 
ing summers  off  isn't  a  real  incentive.  I  mean,  I'd 
have  no  excuse  for  not  going  to  the  beach.  If  I 
work,  at  least  I  can  keep  my  natural  fish  belly 
white  complexion,  and  no  one  can  say  anything." 
Laugh  again.  You  are  a  master  of  humor  this 
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afternoon. 

His  father  taps  his  forefinger  to  his  chin,  as 
Adam  materializes  from  beyond.  "A  lawyer  huh? 
You  know,  Adam's  the  one  who  could've  been  a 
lawyer." 

"Tell  me  about  it,"  his  mother  will  chime 
in.  "He  could've  been  a  lawyer,  a  doctor,  even  an 
astronaut."  Watch  her  eyes  drift  upwards  past 
the  ceiling,  seemingly  in  search  of  the  very  stars 
her  Adam  could  have  been  zooming  by  in  his 
spacecraft.  She  will  add  softly,  "He  had  so  much 
potential  as  a  child." 

This  you  know,  having  already  seen  the  third 
grade  conduct  award  and  the  junior  high  technol- 
ogy certificate  that  serve  as  a  forward  to  the 
family  album  which  rests  on  the  table  in  front  of 
you. 

"He  coulda'  been  a  contender,"  his  dad  will 
cleverly  add,  appropriating  both  the  words  and 
the  accent  of  his  hero. 

Adam  will  look  at  the  ground,  reddening. 
He  will  kiss  his  mother's  cheek  quickly.  Know 
you  will  not  be  visiting  them  often.  Instead,  look 
for  apartments  together.    You  view  twelve  of 
them,  and  choose  the  second  one  the  realtor 
showed  you.  It  has  hard  wood  floors,  a  window 
in  the  bathroom.  Move  in  on  an  unseasonably 
hot  Sunday  in  early  April.  You  have  known  him  a 
little  over  three  months.  Drink  five  dollar 
Sangrias,  make  love  in  between  boxes  stuffed  with 
old  picture  frames  and  compact  discs.    He  will 
fall  asleep,  the  white  bed  sheet  encircling  him  the 
way  togas  covered  the  emperors  depicted  in 
those  'Meet  Rome'  booklets  so  favored  by  your 
parents.  You  wish  you  had  ivy.  Leave  him  lying 
there  and  begin  to  thumb  through  cases  in  your 
Comparable  Law  textbook.  You  have  class  in  the 
morning. 
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Your  apartment's  furniture  is  drawn  from  your 
room  at  home  and  the  loft  he  and  some  friends 
had  during  the  two  semesters  he  spent  at  commu- 
nity college.  You  judge  it  cozy,  eclectic.  When 
friends  from  school  come  to  visit,  they  admire 
your  positioning,  your  sense  of  style. 

"Good  idea  to  hide  that  orange  thing  in 
the  corner,"  one  named  Kristin  will  say  indicating 
the  lazy  boy  he  has  had  since  junior  high. 

Your  reply:  "It's  not  hidden  anywhere, 
Kristin.  I  just  thought  it  would  be  more  comfort- 
able, you  know,  away  from  everything  else.  This 
way  you  can  really  relax."  Watch  her  as  she 
nods,  then  smirks  at  you.  Look  at  the  chair  and 
sigh  when  you  realize  that  it  is,  in  fact,  hidden  in 
a  corner.  Kristin  leaves  amidst  promises  that  the 
two  of  you  will  get  together  sometime  soon.  Once 
you  are  alone,  rearrange  the  living  room  so  that 
the  recliner  is  the  focal  point.  He  loves  it  this 
way,  you  hate  it.  He  will  bring  you  flowers. 

Time  passes  quickly,  the  advanced  dates  on 
your  calendar  startle  you.  His  friends  become 
your  friends,  yet  remain  his  friends.  You  go  to 
parties  in  groups,  and  stand  there  not  knowing 
what  to  say  as  JackChrisJoeMark  make  jokes 
about  women  drivers,  and  DonnaCathyKristaDeb 
discuss  the  dry  cleaners,  the  hair  salon,  the 
classes  they  take  at  night.  You  say  nothing.  You 
hunch  your  shoulders,  cross  your  forearms.  Your 
overall  demeanor  exudes,  "drop  dead,"  not  "hey, 
how  are  you?"  As  a  result,  they  are  not  comfort- 
able with  you,  they  won't  talk  to  you  save  the 
emergence  of  a  flash  flood  or  the  landing  of  an 
alien  scout  ship.  You  hear  Jack  quietly  joking 
about  you  needing  "  a  tune  up."  Begin  to  pray 
that  this  party,  every  party,  will  end  soon.  Catch 
Adam's  eye,  beckon  him  over.  He  will  redden, 
and  whisper:  "Michelle,  if  you  wanna  go,  just  say 
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so..." 

You  nod  always,  pulling  him  behind  you 
like  a  sullen  puppy  who  just  had  its  favorite  toy 
taken.  Retrieve  your  coats  from  the  bed  they 
were  stored  on,  and  smile  numbly,  stupidly,  as 
you  bid  your  hosts  goodnight.  Know  that  he  will 
tell  them  you  were  not  feeling  well. 

Return  to  the  apartment,  and  sit  quietly  on 
your  bed.  Maybe  you  aren't  feeling  well  after  all. 
Maybe  you  are  tired.  He  sits  down  next  to  you, 
reaches  for  you.  Look  at  him  blankly.  Say:  "I 
have  work  to  do."  He  will  understand.  The  mes- 
sage is  properly  delivered. 

Begin  to  notice  little  things:  his  splurging 
on  a  leading  manufactures  brand  of  peanut  but- 
ter when  you  could  barely  afford  generic;  his 
totaling  the  radio  your  sister  bought  you  last 
Christmas  after  taking  it  apart  to  fix  a  minor 
tuning  problem.  Recall  with  fondness  other  men 
you  have  dated.  Tell  him  witty  stories  about  the 
time  David  took  you  camping  or  John  took  you  to 
the  beach  when  it  was  snowing.  When  he  leaves 
early  one  Saturday  for  work  say,  "You  can't  be  an 
errand  boy  forever."  Roll  over  before  the  words 
register  on  his  face. 

He  will  schlep  to  the  front  office  the  follow- 
ing Monday  asking  about  a  promotion  that  will 
not  materialize.  Say,  "It  figures,"  when  he  tells 
you  this.    Soon  after,  graduate  from  law  school. 

Begin  to  yell  at  him,  begin  to  ignore  him. 
See  your  disagreements  like  court  room  battles: 
winner  takes  all,  a  zero  sum  game.  Earn  a  perfect 
track  record;  be  *  in  complete  control.  One  day, 
threaten  to  leave  and  then  leave. 

Wonder  now  why  you  ended  it.  Was  it 
him?  Was  it  you?  Was  it  just  the  thing  to  do  at 
the  time?  The  next  step  is  a  logical  sequence  that 
started  with  a  complaint  and  ended  with  you 
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rushing  out  into  the  darkening  August  night.  The 
two  of  you  had  argued,  had  always  argued,  about 
things  that  were  as  insignificant  as  a  squished  ant 
left  on  the  sidewalk.  He  had  made  a  joke  that 
irked  you;  he  had  worn  one  of  his  boring  ties 
after  you  had  painstakingly  told  him  of  their 
blandness;  he  had  failed  to  live  up  to  your  idea  of 
him. 

Know  now  that  you  hadn't  expected  to  not 
see  him  again.  You  figured  he  would  run  after 
you,  calm  you  down,  invite  you  to  come  home. 
He  would  apologize  for  what  he  had  done  ~  for 
being  himself  ~  all  the  while  his  eyes  locked  with 
yours.  It  was  a  little  game:  seeing  who  could 
stare  the  longest,  seeing  who  would  prove  the 
strongest,  the  most  resilient.  It  surprised  you 
that  he  usually  won. 

Stay  two  weeks  at  your  friend  Kristin's 
place.  Watch  the  phone,  expecting  him  to  call, 
suggesting  you  meet  somewhere  for  dinner. 
Smile  as  you  think  about  how  good  he  is  at  find- 
ing little  out-of-the-way  places  where  the  two  of 
you  could  sit  for  hours,  sipping  coffee  and  en- 
graving your  identities  on  the  pine  tables.  You 
never  hear  from  him  again. 

A  service  collects  your  belongings  and 
moves  them  to  the  flat  on  Third  Avenue  you 
eventually  buy.  Once  there,  you  miss  your  bath- 
room window,  you  miss  him. 

Time  will  go  by.    Watch  television  shows 
about  lost  loves  and  sniffle  into  your  Raisin  Bran. 
Forget  his  flaws.  Instead,  visualize  the  strands  of 
his  hair  that  were  forever  escaping  the  confines 
of  his  cap;  remember  the  way  he  avoided  the 
cracks  in  the  sidewalk  because  a  part  of  him  still 
believed  the  stories  his  sister  had  told  him  about 
their  bringing  bad  luck.  Think  about  his  love  for 
foreign  films,  even  the  ones  without  subtitles  that 
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he  couldn't  understand.  Think  about  his  love  for 
you. 

Outwardly,  get  on  with  your  life.  Push 
your  memories  of  him  into  the  dark  recesses  of 
your  mind  not  usually  recalled.  Date  other  men, 
laugh  with  them  and  use  them.  Yet,  know  that  no 
barrier  is  impenetrable.  A  passing  word  on  the 
street,  a  song  played  over  the  intercom  during  a 
department  store  sale.  Anything  could  break 
through,  returning  him  to  you.  Never  believe  it  is 
over.  You  are  not  one  for  finality. 


•k  -k   -k  -k  -k   -k 


Three  years,  four  months,  and  seventeen 
days  later,  there  will  be  a  few  faces  at  the  wake 
that  you  don't  recognize.  Assume  they  came 
after  you.  Watch  them  cry  at  first  and  then  move 
into  smaller  circles.  Listen  as  they  discuss  politics 
or  a  particularly  risque  article  in  The  Post  Do 
not  say  a  word.  Stand,  dry-eyed,  next  to  the 
body.  His  body.  Resist  the  urge  to  shake  him,  to 
let  him  know  that  you  have  come  to  your  senses 
and  are  there  for  him.  For  once,  you  come  in 
peace.  Stand  by  as  Jack  and  Donna,  Mark  and 
Krista,  look  through  you,  making  you  feel  as  if 
you  are  the  one  who  passed  away  and  are  now 
but  a  ghostly  visitor  at  your  own  funeral. 

You  will  be  noticed  only  when  you  take  the 
flowers  from  your  pocketbook.  Your  gesture  will 
be  largely  symbolic  —  a  tribute  to  the  yellow  roses 
he  gave  you  during  your  time  together.  Take  the 
first  rose  and  place  it  next  to  him,  the  yellow 
complementing  the  tie  someone  else  picked  out. 
Touch  the  second  rose's  petals,  and  decide  to 
keep  it  for  yourself.  You  feel  it  is  waiting,  per- 
haps, to  be  pressed  between  the  pages  of  one  of 
your  thick,  leather  bound  books,  waiting,  per- 
haps, to  be  immortalized. 
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This  gesture  leaves  you  drained,  and  so 
you  head  for  the  parking  lot.  There,  you  notice 
his  parents.  Approach  them.  His  mother  is  wear- 
ing a  black  dress  whose  seams  bulge  when  she 
reaches  in  to  hug  you.  His  father  does  nothing, 
says  nothing.  Look  into  the  four  reddened  eyes 
that  face  you.  Somehow,  find  it  within  yourself 
to  tell  them  how  sorry  you  are. 

His  mother  will  clutch  your  hand  for  sup- 
port. "I  never  thought  it  would  end  up  like  this. 
I  mean,  Adam  was  always  daring,  even  when  he 
was  young.  Nothing  major  ever  came  of  it,  just  a 
few  scratches  and  sprains.  I  tell  you,  we  used  to 
get  a  kick  out  of  it,  my  husband  and  I.  After  all, 
boys  will  be  boys."  She  pauses  here  to  watch  her 
friends,  neighbors,  and  relatives  pile  in  their  cars 
to  leave.  Little  boys  loosen  their  ties  while  their 
sisters  yawn  and  shift  uncomfortably  in  their 
dresses.  They  cannot  wait  to  get  home  and 
change  into  real  clothes.  They  can't  wait  to  begin 
living  again.  Watch  his  mother  as  she  looks  at 
them.  You  will  barely  be  able  to  hear  her  when 
she  speaks. 

"Adam's  my  only  child.  My  life.  I  guess  I 
meant  to  have  a  larger  family,  but  after  he  was 
born  and  we  got  so  wrapped  up  in  him,  there 
wasn't  time  for  another  baby.  Now,  there'll  be 
nothing;  no  grand  kids,  no  weddings.  My  baby  is 
gone." 

You  don't  know  what  to  say  to  this.  There 
is  nothing  you  can  say  to  this  or  to  them.  His 
mother  continues  to  cry  softly.  His  father  seems 
empty,  like  a  balloon  whose  soul  is  slowly  seeping 
out  the  little  hole  on  its  side.  You  are  a  born 
talker,  an  eloquent  speaker  who  will  someday 
amaze  juries  with  your  discussion  of  truth  and 
justice.  It  hits  you  that  in  some  cases  justice  will 
never  be  served.  It  can  never  be  served. 
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Play  with  the  gold  clasp  of  your  pocketbook 
for  a  moment  before  opening  it  completely.  Stare 
at  the  rose  as  it  rests  atop  lipstick  containers  and 
old  ATM  receipts.  In  a  day  or  two,  it  will  open 
itself  to  the  world.  Hand  it  to  his  mother.  You 
are  impulsive,  you  are  doing  right.  The  rose 
should  not  be  with  you.  Better  for  it  to  live  with 
people  who  will  care  for  it  ~  who  will  give  it 
sunlight  and  water  —than  for  it  to  have  its  life 
pressed  out  of  it  so  it  can  be  revered  in  death. 
Adam's  mother  does  not  know  what  to  say.  She 
doesn't  realize  the  gift's  significance. 

Tell  her:  "Adam  used  to  give  me  yellow 
roses.  They  meant  a  lot  to  him... you  meant  a  lot 
to  him.  I  think  you  should  keep  this  one,  you 
deserve  it."  Embrace  her.  Then,  after  a  moment 
or  two,  say  your  farewells.  The  afternoon  is 
empty  and  darkening.  Know  you  will  miss  this 
couple  you  never  did  see  that  often.  His  mother 
walks  away  first,  leading  his  father  towards  their 
car.  Head  slowly  towards  your  own  car,  yawning 
slightly  as  you  get  behind  the  wheel. 

You  intend  to  go  straight  home  ~  maybe 
take  a  hot  bath  and  then  get  to  bed  early.  In- 
stead, you  find  yourself  pulling  into  the  parking 
lot  of  a  bar  located  a  few  blocks  from  your  apart- 
ment. You  have  passed  it  many  times,  yet  today 
you  decide  to  go  inside.  No,  you  feel  compelled 
to  go  inside.  The  sign  reads,  "The  Log  Tavern," 
however  the  building  in  front  of  you  is  really  just 
a  shaky  combination  of  bricks  upon  mortar.  This 
fact  makes  you  chuckle,  and  it  is  in  this  smiling 
state  that  you  enter  the  bar. 

The  crowd  inside  is  a  curious  mix.  You  feel 
a  few  men  send  approving  glances  your  way  ~ 
hell,  maybe  a  few  women  do  too.  Perhaps  one  of 
them  will  send  a  drink  over  to  you  like  in  some 
old  movie,  or  some  vapid  Cosmo  article.  Choose 
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a  barstool  in  the  corner  of  the  room  and  order  a 
glass  of  red  wine.  It's  tepidness  is  not  lost  on 
you,  however  you  choose  not  to  reprimand  the 
bartender  and  demand  a  new,  more  acceptably 
chilled  drink.  A  few  days  ago,  a  year  ago,  this 
might  have  bothered  you.  But  now  you  know 
that  life  is  really  too  short  to  get  angry  over  little, 
useless  things.  As  you  sit  on  your  barstool,  real- 
ize that  Adam,  for  all  his  shortcomings  and  fail- 
ures, really  did  teach  you  something  valuable. 
You  are  more  understanding,  and  you  know  now 
that  you  have  no  reason  to  believe  you  will  end 
up  alone  in  a  houseful  of  aging  cats.  That  is, 
nnipss  vou  choose  to. 

ANNE  DOUGHERTY 
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TWENTY-THREE  ACROSS:  AUTOMATIC  PILOT 

That  was  one  damn  year, 

Saturated  bit  of  hell,  concentrated  into  a  tablet, 

prescribed  twice  daily  (:  day,  night). 

My  first  day  being  twenty  years  old 

I  was  on  a  plane  to  a  foreign  country 

studying  the  contents  of  my 

free  'Tly  Friendly"  pack: 

moist  towelettes,  unfolding  toothbrush,  ear  plugs, 

eye  mask, 
mint. 

I  got  sick  anyway. 

And  the  movie  they  showed—godawful. 
The  seats-knees  mashed  up  against  the  seat 

ahead; 
Arms,  cramped,  clenched  to  sides. 
Try  to  cross  legs,  settle  back,  shift. 
The  woman  in  front  of  me  turned  around, 
pouty  lipstick,  frosted  hair  from  the  eighties: 
"Please  stop  kicking  my  chair." 

I  couldn't  think  of  a  good  comeback; 
It  was  all  downhill  from  there. 

My  year  that  year  did  not  happen  as  planned. 

After  everything,  people  didn't  recognize  me; 

I  didn't  recognize  myself. 

They  passed  me  on  the  street 

in  front  of  Cumberland  Farms  market  and 

Christy's. 
I  was  just  another  girl  drinking  Nugrape  soda 
which,  by  the  way,  got  discontinued. 
Seventeen  down:  five  letters,  major 

disappointment. 
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Once  in  a  while,  when  I  sleep, 

when  I'm  in  the  half-slumber  state 

where  there's  still  some  sort  of  fuzzy  control. 

It  comes  to  me: 

The  perfect  thing  to  say. 

That  biting  response. 

The  answer  to  forty-three  down, 

gone  before  I  can  even  find  a  pen. 

It  was  one  crazy  year,  out  of  control. 

I  remember  the  old  woman  next  to  me,  nervous 

about  flying. 
Eager  to  help  me  with  my  crossword  puzzle,  eager 

to  talk. 
And  I,  eager  to  lie. 

"Visiting  relatives?"  she  inquires,  sucking  on  her 

mint  unself-consciously 
Daintily,  noisily. 
She  has  white  gloves  on. 
A  red  straw  hat  with  a  wilted  violet  stuck  in  it. 
A  Vera  Bradley  handbag~I  get  lost  for  a  moment 

in  the  swirling  paisley  patterns  before 

yanking  myself  back. 
"Yes,"  I  say  before  I  can  stop  myself. 
"My  husband,  stationed  in  Paris." 
She  nods  wisely,  "The  military.  Of  course!" 
"Yes,"  I  go  on,  hating  myself.   "It's  been  hard 
leaving  the  kids  behind,  but  they're  joining  us  in 

ten  days." 
It  progresses  from  there. 
We  discuss  my  husband's  job 
(security  for  the  Eiffel  tower); 
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I  act  flattered  when  she  doesn't  at  flrst  beUeve 

that  I  am  thirty-two, 

pleased  that  she  insists 

I  don't  look  a  day  over  twenty. 

This,  being  the  fraud  I  am. 

After  discussing 

miracle  youth  creams, 

her  family  in  Texas,  and 

the  state  of  the  world  today, 

we  are  good  friends. 

We  are  served  a  pasty  airline  meal  of 

chickenesque. 
She  asks  me  to  pray  with  her, 
but  my  hypocrisy  has  a  limit 
and  I  excuse  myself. 
Fifty-one  across:  seven  letters,  total  jerk. 

There  must  be  something  else. 

Even  now  I  try  to  grasp  the  perfect  phrase: 

one  brilliantly  conceived,  astoundingly  wounding 

phrase 
that  says  it  all. 
It  hasn't  come. 

I  peruse  the  seedy  drugstores 

in  search  of  Nugrape; 

the  paisleys  threaten  to  expose  me. 

Does  Vicki  Steubing  know  you  have  her  haircut? 

What  an  exhilirating,  weird  year.  Twenty  down. 

JENNIFER  GAVIN 
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"DENALTON" 

On  a  hard  swept,  dung  floor 
They  eat  mostly  pap, 
Cupping  and  balling  it 
Thick,  grainy  pulp. 
A  yellow  match  box. 
White  candle  stick, 
Waining  away 
Near  a  hand-woven  mat 
And  a  cross  on  the  wall. 


JESSICA  MATTHEWS 
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CINDER 

Cinder's  skin  was  white  as  ash.  Her  hair 
was  rusty  red,  the  kind  of  red  you  vision  when 
you  dream  of  distant  worlds,  like  Jupiter  and 
Mars.  After  she's  burned  you  with  her  white  hot 
flesh,  you  crave  for  the  burning  even  more. 

I  first  spied  Cinder  at  the  beach  many  years 
ago  in  the  middle  of  summer,  a  hot,  humid  sum- 
mer. She  was  hardly  a  child,  not  yet  a  woman. 
She  blazed  me  with  her  caustic  eyes;  they  were 
burning,  bright  embers.  Those  eyes  still  haunt 
me  in  my  dreams  after  all  these  years.  Heated 
passion  beamed  through  her  blazing  irises.  Once 
she  had  ignited  her  libidinous  fire,  Cinder  could 
not  be  denied.  I  quaked  with  nervousness  as  we 
gazed  at  the  boiling  surf  and  peeled  away  our 
skins  to  get  at  our  deeper  thoughts  within. 

Later  that  blistering  evening  I  leaned  on 
the  balcony  and  watched  the  rusty  sun  descend 
down  the  western  horizon.  The  phone  rang.  I 
knew  who  it  was  even  before  I  reached  to  answer 
it.  It  started  off  innocently.  We  talked  of  reading 
and  writing  and  a  mutual  dread  of  flying.  Yet, 
somewhere  along  the  line,  I  let  my  guard  go  up  in 
smoke.  The  words  began  to  boil  off  her  tongue. 
Her  sweet  innocent  words  melted  into  a  seductive 
soup.  I  couldn't  resist  their  mesmerizing  appeal. 
We  agreed  to  meet  in  my  room  later  that  evening. 
The  phone  was  searing  when  I  placed  it  back  on 
the  cradle.  It  slipped  out  of  my  hands  and 
bounced  into  a  puddle  of  sweat  that  had  pooled 
on  the  floor. 

Awaiting  her  looming  arrival,  I  cleaned  the 
room  in  a  frenzy,  stopping  to  bite  my  fingernails 
when  I  couldn't  decide  what  chore  I  had  to  do 
next.  A  light  rap  rattled  the  door.  My  heart 
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fluttered.  I  froze  in  my  steps.  There  was  still  one 
chance  to  deny  her  before  the  fire  consumed  me. 
I  swallowed  a  lump  the  size  of  a  burning  coal  that 
singed  the  back  of  my  throat.  I  reached  for  the 
door;  it  scalded  my  hand.  I  closed  my  eyes  and 
turned  the  knob  which  felt  heavy  in  my  hand. 
The  door  swung  open  and  there  she  stood. 

Cinder  smelled  of  sweet,  spicy  cinnamon. 
She  burned  brighter  than  the  sun  creeping  down 
the  horizon  behind  her.  We  didn't  waste  time 
talking.  What  little  speech  between  us  gave  way 
to  our  burning,  instinctive  desires.  Our  clothes 
melted  off  our  bodies.  We  became  entwined  like 
two  rattlesnakes  mating  on  the  desert  basin. 
Harder  and  faster  we  kindled  our  passionate  love 
fire.  Insider  her,  I  dissolved  like  the  wax  of  a 
burning  candle.  I  tasted  her  sweet  cinnamon 
skin,  hot  to  the  touch. 

And  when  I  could  stand  it  no  longer,  I 
collapsed  onto  the  bed  in  a  heap  of  ashes. 

"Ashes  to  ashes" 
"Dust  to  dust" 
"We  all  fall  down" 

In  the  morning,  I  rose  from  my  ashes  like 
the  phoenix.  I  was  reborn.  I  smelled  the  scent  of 
burnt  cinnamon  next  to  my  pillow.  But  Cinder 
was  nowhere  to  be  found. 


CONROY  JETT 


66 


Anabeth  Guthrie  Fractal  Light  Marathon  Photograph 


67 


REQUIEM  IN  INK 

All  I  have 

are  consonants 

and  vowels 

layered 

in  syllables, 

commas  and  semi-colons, 

assonance 

and  alliteration, 

to  emit 

my  tears 

from  your  soul. 


DEBBIE  CAREY 
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SPACE  BETWEEN  CONTINENTS 

"Please  remain  seated  until  the  captain  has 
turned  off  the  seat  belt  sign.  The  flight  will  be 
approximately  6  hours  and  14  minutes  from 
London  to  Baltimore."  The  flight  attendant 
brought  my  mind  back  to  reality,  out  of  the 
dream  more  pleasant  than  the  cramped  spaces, 
crying  children,  coughs,  and  clutter  surrounding 
me.  The  only  rain  shower  in  one  month  had 
finally  lifted,  leaving  behind  a  clear  sky  exposing 
mile  after  mile  of  blueness  outside  my  miniature 
oval  window.  The  rain  had  made  it  easier  to 
leave. 

Up  here  I  was  learning  the  meaning  of 
solitude.  I  was  tiny  and  insignificant,  soaring 
above  my  life  and  watching  all  the  jumbled  parts 
desperately  trying  to  unite  into  some  sort  of 
order.  Logic  doesn't  exist  at  30,000  feet  when 
you've  left  the  only  place  on  earth  you  want  to  be 
and  are  heading  back  to  an  uncharted  future.  I 
close  my  eyes  to  forget,  and  I'm  back  at  that  last 
bus  station  on  High  Street. 

Imagine  being  on  that  bus.  Smell  the 
fumes,  watch  the  floor  shake  as  the  engine  starts, 
feel  the  red  plastic  seat  coverings,  and  look  out 
from  the  slightly  dirty  front  window  and  see  him 
standing  there,  exhausted,  waving  one  last  time 
before  disappearing  around  that  last  corner,  back 
to  where  you  need  to  be.  Back  through  the 
square  still  quiet  and  empty  in  the  approaching 
dawn,  back  through  the  streets  of  Oxford  that 
you  know  will  be  full  in  a  few  precious  hours, 
back  through  the  gates  you  know  so  well,  and 
past  the  gatekeeper  you  will  never  know,  back 
along  the  path  to  the  room  from  the  16th  Cen- 
tury that  you  called  home,  back  into  the  bed  you 
just  left,  and  back  to  sleep  after  the  night  you 
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both  missed.  Then  lean  your  head  against  the 
seat,  listen  to  "The  Grateful  Dead,"  watch  the 
rolling  hills  you'd  seen  only  in  your  dreams,  and 
get  closer  to  the  place  that  will  take  you  away 
from  it  all. 

I'm  sitting  there  now.  I  can  still  feel  the 
final  pressure  of  his  arm  against  my  back,  pulling 
me  so  close  I  fell  right  through  him.  I'm  falling 
all  the  way  across  the  Atlantic  Ocean.  I'm  falling 
back  to  routine  and  places  I  no  longer  under- 
stand. I  wish  I  could  explain  it,  but  this  is  some- 
thing you  must  feel  for  yourself.  I  want  you  to 
hear  every  story  since  the  beginning  of  time.  Run 
through  the  parks,  talk  to  the  trees,  go  punting 
with  a  few  friends  and  a  cheap  bottle  of  red  wine, 
lie  on  the  manicured  green  lawn  that  introduced 
new  friends  and  first  kisses,  visit  Tower  Bridge  at 
midnight,  look  for  Keat's  Grecian  Urn  at  the 
British  Museum  with  a  blonde  guy  from  Massa- 
chusetts, and  see  the  napkin  that  John  Lennon 
covered  with  the  lyrics  to  "Yesterday."  And  then 
remember. 

Remember  everything.  Remember  how  you 
got  here.  Remember  who  you  were  and  who 
you've  become.  Remember  the  faces,  the  towns, 
and  the  strawberry  jelly  from  breakfast.  Remem- 
ber the  addresses  you  have  in  your  pocket  that 
you  fear  you  will  never  look  at  again.  Remember 
the  forgotten  phone  numbers  of  your  friends 
from  high  school,  the  minute  details  of  your 
mother's  aging  face,  the  way  only  she  could  ease 
the  pain  of  a  skinned  knee  at  five  years  old.  Re- 
member getting  your  first  acceptance  to  college, 
feel  the  softness  of  the  green  corduroy  couch  you 
spent  sick  days  on  as  a  child.  Try  to  see  every- 
thing clearly  through  the  sea  of  clouds  outside 
your  window,  miles  away  from  nothing.  From  a 
seat  where  your  leg  is  exactly  2  inches  away  from 
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the  old  man  next  to  you,  try  to  hold  on  even  as 
you  see  everything  sUp  right  past  you,  right 
through  your  gaping  fingers  which  can't  catch 
anything  of  substance.  Try  to  remember  any- 
thing at  all,  then  open  your  eyes  and  watch  as 
truth  becomes  the  rows  of  heads  in  front  of  you, 
so  distant  they  don't  even  face  you,  yet  so  close 
you  can  feel  the  breath  of  the  person  behind  you. 

I  look  up  and  notice  the  seat  belt  sign  has 
finally  disappeared.  I  don't  feel  attached  to 
anything  from  before,  but  I  know  I  am,  and  in  the 
next  six  hours  of  space  between  continents,  it 
shall  all  gradually  return  as  the  rest  fades  into 
the  clouds  I've  left  behind.  But  now,  in  this  very 
moment,  I  carry  my  life  with  me.  The  places  will 
come  and  go,  but  I  know  I  will  change  and  adapt 
with  them.  My  thoughts  dance  in  and  out  of  my 
head,  circulate  throughout  the  cabin,  and  make 
their  way  outside  my  window  to  bounce  between 
clouds  I  can  almost  touch.  Soon  darkness  falls, 
and  I  watch  this  huge  black  mass  of  everything 
and  nothing  softly  approach.  I  lose  myself  in  the 
mesmerizing  darkness  and  settle  down  to  wait  for 
my  first  glimpse  of  sun  breaking  through  the 
silent  grip  of  night. 


AMY  WOOD 
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CONTRIBUTORS 

KATE  ANDREWS  is  a  senior  English  major  whose  fantasy  is  to 
be  as  brilliant  as  Edmund  Spenser... DEBBIE  CAREY  loves  car- 
ousel horses,  hot  air  balloons,  playing  with  family,  and  crafting 
words  into  butterflies... When  MARNIE  COLTON  isn't  indulging 
in  such  guilty  pleasures  as  devouring  Cadbury  Eggs,  rocking  out 
to  Foghat,  and  lusting  after  Tim  Roth,  she  writes  mellifluous  prose 
and  scintillating  verse.  She  ultimately  plans  to  pursue  a  Master  of 
Fine  Arts  degree...  MATTHEW  CON  AWAY  is  an  art  major  who  is 
not  afraid  to  get  his  hands  or  his  brain  dirty... JULIE  CROWDER  is 
an  art/religion  major  who  has  a  sister  at  Virginia  Tech  and  a  white 
cat  at  home  in  Fairfax.  She  plans  to  write  and  illustrate  childrens' 
books,  or  to  do  mural  work... ANNE  DAUGHERTY  is  a  sopho- 
more political  science/English  major  who  thanks  her  roommates 
for  finding  Trotsky... MEREDITH  S.  FRYE,  a  senior  studio  major, 
is  aspiring  to  be  a  graduate  art  student  with  her  master  of  fine  arts 
not  too  far  off  in  the  distance.  Meredith  has  sprung  from  the  wilds 
of  the  Blue  Ridge  mountains  (where  they  say  the  water  has  curious 
effects  on  the  human  psyche)  and  found  her  niche  under  the  guid- 
ance of  Guru  Griffin  and  super  duper  mentor,  DiBella...  JENNIFER 
GAVIN  is  a  senior  English  major  who  hopes  to  spend  some  time  in 
Paris  after  graduation  where  she  can  do  lots  of  writing. ..AN ABETH 
GUTHRIE  is  double  majoring  in  studio  art  and  art  history.  Over 
the  summer  she  will  be  studying  women  artists  of  the  1 920s  in 
Paris. ..JILL  HOCKING  is  a  first-year  senior  anthropology/studio 
art  major,  whose  art  work  is  not  as  well  recognized  on  Earth  as  it  is 
on  her  home  planet.  Big  Red...LEEANNE  L.  HOUSTON  is  a  se- 
nior studio  art  major  who  is  graduating  in  1997  and  is  planning  on 
being  an  art  teacher... When  she's  not  acting  ridiculous  in  the  Aubade 
office,  procrastinating  over  her  Creative  Writing  stories,  or  memo- 
rizing one  act  scripts,  KARA  JACKSON  enjoys  chasing  cock- 
roaches in  her  spacious  dorm  room. ..RYAN  KOKOSZKA  tries  to 
dispel  ignorance  by  achieving  an  individual,  universal  uniqueness 
in  his  work.  Through  conceptual,  procedural  technique,  he  strives 
to  define  dynamism  within  pictoral  illusion. ..MICHELLE  LABBE 
is  a  senior  studio  arts  major  who  is  graduating  in  May  and  going  to 
Italy  in  July.  We  don't  know  if  she'll  ever  come  back... MEL ANIE 
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LENIHAN  is  an  art  major  and  is  also  certifying  to  teach.  Clay  is 
her  preferred  medium  because  it  makes  use  of  the  four  elements, 
involves  quite  a  bit  of  chance,  and  results  in  a  concrete  object...  After 
graduation,  JESSICA  MATTHEWS  will  brave  the  semi-arid  cli- 
mate of  Vryburg,  South- Africa.  She  also  looks  forward  to  attend- 
ing a  graduate  program  in  English  in  1997.  Special  thanks  to  her 
parents  and  four  sisters... BONNIE  MORADI  is  a  psychology  and 
women's  studies  major  hoping  to  attend  graduate  school  in  the 
fall...SHARON  PALMATORY  is  a  1992  graduate  of  MWC  who 
now  works  in  the  art  dept.  and  finds  any  excuse  to  get  her  hands  in 
clay... After  graduation,  NICHOLAS  PARADIS  plans  to  spend  his 
summer  refinishing  a  worn-down  little  cabin  in  the  backwoods  of 
New  Hampshire.  He  hopes  to  have  a  long,  shaggy  beard,  a  big 
vegetable  garden  and  much  more  work  to  do  on  the  cabin  by  the 
end  of  summer... ALLISON  PASCIUTO  is  an  anthropology  major 
hoping  to  study  art  of  the  South  Pacific  in  grad  school... PETER  K. 
STEINBERG'S  muse  is  Sylvia  Plath.  He  went  to  her  flat  in  Lon- 
don where,  "Dying/  Is  an  art."  Many  thanks  to  his  parents,  Andrea, 
Bill,  and  Britta... Having  been  refused  admittance  into  a  witness 
relocation  program,  JAMIE  WASSERMAN  will  spend  the  follow- 
ing year  exploring  Baltimore's  seedy  underworld,  after  which  he 
will  attend  grad  school  for  creative  writing.  He  wishes  to  thank  his 
mom  and  dad  for  endless  love  and  support  over  the  last  four 
years. ..MWC's  only  current  "composition"  major,  SARAH 
WILKES  is  trying  to  figure  out  why  she  sounds  like  a  neo-classi- 
cal polytonal  romanticizing  minimalist  with  a  hangover.  So  far 
she  has  not  regretted  her  decision  to  pursue  a  completely  impracti- 
cal education  and  is  looking  forward  to  a  scintillating  career  in 
sales,  secretarial  work,  and  bartending... Ever  since  she  can  remem- 
ber, SHANNON  WERGLEY  has  expressed  herself  through  art, 
music  and  dance.  She's  currently  on  the  MWC  Dance  Company 
and  enjoys  photography.  She  hopes  one  day  to  visit  family  in  Swit- 
zerland and  to  pursue  a  graduate  degree  in  either  photography  or 
graphic  design... AMY  WOOD  was  inspired  by  last  summer's  trip 
to  England  where  she  drank  her  way  through  Oxford  and  played 
polo  with  Queen  Elizabeth.. .SUZANNE  ZYLONIS  is  a  smdio  art 
major.  The  long  red  hare  runs  quickly  by  the  silvery  moon... 
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